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undercurrent of strangeness in their hearts, and the reality of a tragic position.   Her musical volubility flowed to en trance and divert him, as it did.
Suddenly Beauchamp glanced upward.
Renee turned from a startled contemplation of his frown, and beheld Mrs. Rosamund Culling in the room.
CHAPTER XLI
A  LAME  VICTORY
THE intruder was not a person that had power to divide them -, yet she came between their hearts with a touch of steel.
" I am here in obedience to your commands in your telegram of this evening," Rosamund replied to Beauchamp's hard stare at her; she courteously spoke French, and acquitted herself demurely of a bow to the lady present.
Renee withdrew her serious eyes from Beauchamp. She rose and acknowledged the bow.
" It is my first visit to England, madame.*
" I could have desired, Madame la marquise, more agreeable weather for you."
t( My friends in England will dispel the bad weather for me, madame ; " Renee smiled softly: " I have been studying my French-English phrase-book, that I may learn how dialogues are conducted in your country to lead to certain ceremonies when old friends meet, and without my book I am at fault. I am longing to be embraced by you . . . if it will not be offending your rules ? "
Rosamund succumbed to the seductive woman, whose gentle tooth bit through her tutored simplicity of manner and natural graciousness, administering its reproof, and eluding a retort or an excuse.
She gave the embrace. In doing so she fell upon her conscious awkwardness for an expression of reserve that should be as good as irony for irony, though where Madame de Rouaillout's irony lay, or whether it was irony at all, our